home.
We could hardly wait. Our little boy asked every day for " grammy." There came a deluge of telegrams to us, which clearly told us the haste and nervousness in the little home in Soho, and we knew that mother was on her way to us.
She came in the morning. She did not stop to kiss me, nor to look about her, but as soon as she entered my home she cried breathlessly, "Where is my grandchild?" And she held him to her, and the tears filled her eyes. "Such a boy! But a boy!" she cried. We had written to her that our boy was speaking now. She sat down beside him, and she crooned love-words to him.
Son is a friendly little lad.    I felt that, if I left them alone together, he and mother would grow close in a day or two.    I peeped [163]l  as  a  child.    They brought mother cake, and jellies, and wines, as if she were about to travel a year instead of one night.    My aunts came to help her sew her clothes, my uncles came to pack her suitcases. It was as if all Soho were coming here to us ill the person of mother.    Father hurried [162] prayer books, were considered an extrava-
